„ ‘fwo Noble Kinfmen, 

And this the noble Bodie ; I am Totted 

For? - y °t? J y it 8 insfaith h as fled me; 

f5 fW pother but even now had ask’d m e 
Whether I lov’d, I had run mad for circle 
Nowifm^itter; More for 7^ 

Sto £ °g echer ’ 1 Now.oome askeme Brother 
Alas.I know not : aske me now fweet Sifter 

I may g° e iooke ; What a meere child is Fnncie. 

That having t wo faire gawde* ofcquall fweetneffe 
Cannot di(Imgui(h,but muft crie for both. ’ 

Emil How now Sit ? *"** EmiU ” d 9** 

G ? nt \ f r ? ln the Noble Duke your Brother 

Gent. Yes. 

Emil. Would I might end firft 
Whatfinnes have I committed, chaft'Dww,*, , y 

That my unfpotted youth muft now be foyld 
Wich blood of Princes ? and my Cbaftitie 
Be made the Altar, where the lives of Lovers, 

T wo greater, and two better never yet 
Made mothers joy, muft be the facrifice 
To my unhappy Beautie? 

Enter Tbef etu, Hipolita , , Terithotts And Attendants, 
Tbefeus. Bring ’em in quickly. 

By any meanes,I long to fc«*em. 

Your two contending Lovers are return’d 

And with them their faire Knights : Now my faire Sifter 

You muft love one of them. * 

£ mil. I had rather both. 

So neither for my fake fhould fall untimely 

Snttr GMe fencers f Curtis, 

Tbef, Whofaw’em? 

Per. I a while. s, 

Gent. And I, 

T bef. From whence come you Sir ? 

CWe(f. From the Knights. 

r 1 % 


T'befrvo Noble Ktnfmcn. 




Should be a flout man,by his face a i rince, 

?His very lookcsfo fay him) his complexion, 

Nearer a browne,than blacke;fternc,and yet noble. 
Which flic wes him hardy, fearelefle.ptoud ofdangers. 
The circles of his eyes (bow faire within him. 

And as a heated Lyon,fo he lookes ; . , 

Hishaire hangs long behind him.blacke and ftumng 
Like Ravens wings : his (houlders broadband Wrong* 
Armd long and round, and on his Thigh a Sword 
Hung by a curious Bauldrieke ; when he trowncs 
To kale his will with,better o’my confcience 
Was never Souldiers friend . 

Tbef. Thouha’ft well defcribde him, 

Ter. Yet a great deale fhert 
Me thinkcsjofhim that’s firft with palamtn. 

Tbef. Pray fpcake him friend. 

Per . I ghefle he is a Prince too. 

And if it may be, greater/or his ftiow 
Has all the orn ament of honour in’t; 

Hee’s femewhat bigger, then the Knight he ipokc of, 
gut of a face far Tweeter ; His complexion 
T* (as a ripe grape) ruddy : he has felt 
Without doubt what he fights for,and fo apter 
To make this caufe his owne : la’s face appeares 
All the faive hopes of what he undertakes. 

And when he’s angry, then a fetled valour 
'Not tainted with extreames Jruns through his body. 
And guides his arme to brave things : Feare he cannot. 
He fliewesno fueh foft temper, hishead’s yellow, 
Hard hayr’d,and curld,thicke twind like Ivy tops, 
Not to undoe with thunder ; In his face 



